ANON

And nought I do can to compassion move her ;
All this I know, yet cannot choose but love her.
Yet am not blind, as you and others be,
Who think and swear they little Cupid see
Play in their mistress* eyes, and that there dwell
Roses on cheeks, and that her breasts excel
The whitest snow, as if that love were built
On fading red and white, the body's quilt;
And that I cannot love unless I tell
Wherein or on what part my love doth dwell.
Vain heretics you be, for I love more
Than ever any did that told wherefore;
Then trouble me no more, nor tell me why:
'Tis, because she is she, and I am I.
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floats me

Oh what a pain is love !
How shall I bear it ?
She will inconstant prove,
I greatly fear it.
She so torments my mind,
That my strength faileth;
And wavers with the wind,
As a ship that saileth.
Please her the best I may,
She looks another way,
Alack ! and well-a-day !
Phillada flouts me.
All the feir yesterday,
She did pass by me;
She looked another way
And would not spy me*
I wooed her for to dine
But could not get her.
Will had her to the wine,
He might entreat her*